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Bullshit Is Over 


Author's Notes: 
| have an exam tomorrow. It is 2 am. Why am | writing this instead of studying? | have no idea. l'm not even 


used to writing stories, | usually write poetry. Anyway, | hope you enjoy! And please tell me what you think! 


"It is a very special day today" Dave Mustaine had yelled into the microphone on stage that night "The ten 
years of bullshit is over between Metallica and Megadeth!" 


The bands involved in the festival headed to the local pub as soon as the show was over. They were all pretty 
dispersed, chatting, drinking and celebrating how the tour has been a success so far. Sitting by the bar were 
Dave and David, who were trying to remain clean and sober (since the frontman's overdose a few months 
back), so they just ordered some sodas. 


"Should we just head back to the hotel? I'm starting to feel a bit tempted in here" 


"I know, Dave. Just a few more minutes, everybody's here and it'd be kind of rude to just leave the celebration 


after spending the whole time sitting here by ourselves..." 


"Fine." he muttered "But what else am | gonna do? Go over there with the drunks? See them have all the fun 


without me? This fuckin’ sucks" 
David sighed "Fine, Dave. Let's just go" 


"Aw baby, don't be like that. We'll probably have more fun in the hotel by ourselves anyway" he smirked at 
David, making him laugh, and then he kissed the redhead's cheek. 


On their way out, they bumped into some of the other guys. Lars nearly fell and had to hold onto Kirk, who 
couldn't stop laughing, to keep his balance. James was laughing too, and when he saw who they had bumped 
into, he gasped. 

"Guys! We haven't seen you before!" 

"We were sitting over there, because we're trying to stay sober" David told him. 

Lars suddenly gasped too "James! Ask them! Maybe they know!" 

"Right!" the frontman suddenly remembered something. "Have you seen a chick?" 

"A chick?" Dave asked. "You mean the groupies?" 

"A chick!" Lars exclaimed again 

"We're looking for a chick" Kirk affirmed. 

"She's blonde" James added. 

"She's a brunette" Lars then insisted. 


"Or was she a redhead?" James wondered. None of them seemed to remember they even saw a chick. 


"Well, we haven't seen any chicks, so.." Dave begun, and was soon interrupted by Kirk, who seemed seriously 


concerned about the issue. 
"Where did she go!? Lars! We gotta find her! Where did she gol?" 


The guitarist then walked quickly (as he could, being drunk) towards the door, and Lars ran after him. David 
then shook his head. 


“These two are gonna end up real bad on their own" He followed after them. 


James was still describing this chick to Dave, despite him assuring he hasn't seen any chicks, when Dave 


noticed David had left in an instant. Lars and Kirk were gone, too. 

"Where the fuck did he go?" he wondered out loud. 

"It was a chick!" 

"Not the chick, dumbass. Junior!" 

James proceeded to turn around to look for the bassist, and Dave scoffed "You're useless" 

"Hey! Lars and Kirk left too" 

"No shit, James!" 

"Asshole" 

Dave rolled his eyes. James was drunk but he could still notice the sarcasm. "I'll just fucking take you to your 
room and fucking go. He's probably looking after those two other idiots" He motioned towards James “Put your 
arm over my shoulders so we can fucking go" 


"Don't need that, I'm perr-fectly fine on my own.” 


"Okay, but | won't help you up if you fall then’ Dave said as he turned around and started walking towards the 
door. James noticed this and quickly tried to follow the other. 


"lim not gonna fuckin’-" He tried to keep up with Dave's pace, but it was too much for him in this state and he 
fell on his knees, causing the redhead to burst in laughter. 


"| told you, dumbass. Now put your arm over my shoulders" James did as told, although reluctantly, and the 


two frontmen finally left the pub. 

When they arrived at the hotel, Dave asked James if he remembered what his room number was. Luckily, the 
second guess was the charm. Dave, struggling with the taller man's weight, managed to drag him to the bed 
and dumped him there. James sat up. 

"Now fucking lay down on your side and go the fuck to sleep already, so | can fucking leave" 

"Gosh mom, | don't wanna sleep yet" 


"Idiot" Dave smirked. "I doubt your mom would use that kind of vocabulary though" 


James just smiled. 


That smile made Dave feel nostalgic. He remembered it clearly. James smiling while they talked all night about 
nothing and everything, James smiling after they hugged, James smiling before they kissed. He quickly tried to 
brush those thoughts away, and thought about Junior. What would Junior think if he knew he was thinking 


about James like this? 


Dave made his way towards the phone and dialed his room number. Maybe Junior had already gone to the 


room they shared and was waiting for him 

"The hell are you doin?" 

"Calli Junior" When the phone rang for the fourth time he hung up. 

"Mhm, right" James grumbled and looked away from the other. 

"The fuck is your problem?" 

James shrugged and turned back to Dave. "| don’t like him’ 

Dave snorted. "Why not? He's like, the nicest guy you could ever meet" 

Mhrn, eure" 

"You're annoying’ 

James laughed 

"What's so funny?" 

T 

"Fuck you" 

"Well, I'd rather fuck-' 

"Shut up" Dave interrupted. James laughed again 

Dave crossed his arms. He didnt want to show the other he was feeling uncomfortable, although he was 
probably too drunk to notice. He thought about Junior again Where the fuck was he? Was he okay? Looking 
after a drunk person was already hard, and Junior had to look after two. His thoughts were suddenly 


interrupted by James’ voice. 


"Do you love him?" 


"What?" 

“Junior. Do you love him?" 
"Y-yeah, but w-why-" 
"More than you loved me?" 
"What?" 


"God, do | have to fuckin repeat everything twice for you?" James smiled sarcastically "Yes or no. Very simple 


question’ 


"James..." he fell silent. What kind of question was that? How was he going to reply? Yes? No? Maybe? It 
certainly wasn't a ‘very simple question’, as the other had said. James used to be his best friend, his confidant, 
his love. He was everything to him, but one day it all suddenly turned to nothing. He felt betrayed, and he 
hated James for it. He spent so much time trying to figure out why it all ended. He never found out, but 
Junior had helped him to let it go. 


Or that's what it seemed, until this moment. Dave had a rush of old feelings coming back to hunt him. Why 
couldn't he just say "yes"? Was he feeling for James again? He loved Junior. A lot. Junior had helped him 
though pretty much everything. He owed him so much, and he loved him for everything that he has done for 
him. But he didn't feel the same intensity he had felt with James. It was different with James. James 
understood him. Both coming from unstable families, shitty childhoods, both being angry at life. They were 


passionate. Sure, Junior could offer him comfort, but he would never understand. 

"James, I-" Dave was relieved when he looked at James and saw he was asleep. He was still on a sitting 
position, so Dave managed to move him until he was laying on his side. He looked at him for a moment, and 
thought about all the times he had watched him sleep. He had always liked the way James looked while sleeping. 
Peaceful, serene. 

He then started to walk towards the door, when it suddenly jerked open. There stood David, dragging a barely 
conscious Lars, who had an arm over his shoulders. Dave helped him carry Lars to the other bed in the room, 
and dumped him there. When they managed to make him lay sideways, both Megadeth musicians left the room. 
"Long night, huh?" David tried to break the silence while they were walking towards their room. 

"Don't even get me started" 


"You alright, Dave?" 


"I'm fine" 


David wasn't convinced, but Dave clearly didn't want to talk about it, so he just left him alone. 

When they made it to their room, they both stripped to their underwear and got into bed. David fell asleep 
rather quickly, but Dave couldn't bat an eyelid. James just didn't get it, did he? Didn't James notice the way he 
made Dave feel? He spent so much time trying to get over it, and now he dares to come back and it was like 
Dave was back at the beginning. He was so mad. It just wasn't fair. He decided he would talk to James first 


thing in the morning. Well, not really in the morning, because Dave didn't want James to be hungover while he 


told him all of this. He wanted him to understand. 


The next day, Dave headed to James’ and Lars' room after lunch. He knew Lars had some stuff to attend to, 


so he'd be alone with James. He knocked on the door, and when James opened, he stormed inside. 
"Uh, please come in?" James said sarcastically as he closed the door and turned around. 

"Fuck you" 

"Excuse me?" 

"Fuck youl" 

"Okay, may | know why | have the pleasure to receive you here today?" his sarcasm made Dave feel impatient: 
"Stop pretending you don't fucking know’ 

"| know we talked yesterday, but | was fucking drunk Get over it" 

"Oh my God. You just don't get it" 

"What are you talking about?" 

"Are you just going to blame everything that you said to me yesterday on your fucking drinks?" 
"Why would you care about what | said? Aren't you with your bassist now?" 

"OF course | fucking carel | still care about you, James" 

"Since when?" 


"Are you kidding? Since always. Do you know how much time it took me to get over you? | never did. | mean, | 


thought | did for a while, thanks to Junior, but now you're back, and there's this fucking shitload of old feelings 


back, and it's so unfair, because | was fine until you told me all of these things yesterday and-" 


"Okay, okay. | admit it" James interrupted. "I got slightly jealous when | saw you with him, and then | got drunk, 


and well.." 

‘Its not fair, James. You left me." 

"Well, you know. We felt that the band-" 

"| don't give a shit about the band, James. l'm talking about us" 
James sighed. "Okay, fine. |...” 

"What? Just tell me already." 


"I regret.. giving up on you so soon. | wish | could go back and do.. some things differently. But | can't, Dave, l'm 


sorry. | still care about you, and | still love you" 

"| love you too" 

There was a long pause. Both immerse in their own thoughts. James then spoke. 

"Do you think we could ever..2" 

"| don't know" Dave stared at the floor. "It's different now. | can't just leave Junior, | love him." 

James nodded. He noticed Dave's hands were shaking, so he took them on his, and then took him in an embrace. 
Dave buried his face on the other's shoulder, and they both remained that way for a while. When he raised 
his face, James kissed his forehead, just before letting him go. 


Dave was right, times had changed. 


Maybe it was time to look ahead. 


